THE     DON     FLOWS     HOME
blow ?' Well, Fomin once more stopped the whole business,
He crawled up to me and whispered * ' Don't touch him^
he's one of us, we can trust him/ Well, we talked it over,
and then we couldn't make out what had happened to
Kaparin's weapons. And so I left you. But you slept well;
you didn't have any idea what was hanging over you !" -
Gregor said calmly
" And you'd have killed me for nothing, you fool! 1
wasn't in any plot with Kaparin."
" But how is it you've got his weapons ? "
Gregor smiled.
<e I took his pistols from him yesterday, and removed the
bolt from his rifle in the evening and hid it under a saddle-
cloth," He went on to tell of his conversation with Kaparin
and the captain's proposals.
Fomin discontentedly asked him :
" But why didn't you say anything about this yesterday ?"
" I felt sorry for him, the snivelling devil!" Gregof'
confessed frankly.
"Ah, Melekhov, Melekhov!" Chumakov exclaimed,
genuinely amazed. " You put your pity where you laid the
bolt of Kaparin's rifle ; you bury it under a saddlecloth, for
it won't do you any good! "
" Don't you teach me! I know my own business!"
Gregor replied coldly.
" Why should I teach you ? But supposing as the result
of your pity I'd sent you off to the next world for no reason
at all last night ? Then what ? "
"I would find my road there  too," Gregor quietly
.answered, after a mqment's thought. And, more to himself *
than to the others, he added:   "In broad daylight it's
terrible for a man to face his death ; but while he's asleep it
ought to be easy enough...."